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Author's Notes: 

| know this is not what the prompt-maker was hoping for, so | cannot guarantee some ..superior-quality 
content . | liked the prompt, but still being new to the Def Leppard fandom, and having formed some "pairs" in 
my mind (thank you @fairyll for guiding me ;-) ) | couldn't tackle the particular prompt otherwise.. Anyway, | 
hope whoever wishes for this, enjoys it! Forgive any grammar mistakes, excuse any case of 00C.. Finally, the 
title is an indirect reference to the same-titled song by Celtic Frost. At least it was part of the soundtrack of 


the.. creative process. Merry Ficmas! 


[26/01/2023 Edit: After going through this story with the help and guidance of a native speaker and more 
knowledgeable person on DL, | have made a few corrections regarding grammar and word choice. The story 


isn't changed but improved] 


He didn't quite grasp how it happened. But it wasn't a figment of his imagination, either. It really happened. 


They were at a party - as usual - after one more successful gig - nothing unexpected - and they were all 
wasted - now, that definitely wasn't something new. And horny - well.. 


He bet it was Joe's initiative, but the smoke had consumed his brain and even basic functions were not working 
properly. But sure, it was Joe who had this stupid, stupid idea for the dance... You know, cheesy, sleazy ballads, 
to come closer with the girls that had followed them to the party, and get eventually neatly laid. So many 
girls, searching for, god knows what - or, no, he knew; everybody was searching for a piece of Joe's body, for 
a piece of his "heart". He was the frontman, the irresistible facade and he was so goddamn magnetizing. Every 
girl was speechless and spellbound in front of him, queuing up for a hug, a touch, maybe a kiss.. To mention a 


dance with their idol would be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity! 


So, yeah, pretty much that's how it all started. And Joe was getting all the girls, literally flirting with each and 


everyone - no one left unattended, unsatisfied. 


Rick was making out with the cute brunette who had been flashing her tits in the front line earlier. Initially, he 
had thought that she was aiming at him, but no! Surprise! Their drummer was the target - lucky him.. 


Phil had disappeared somewhere.. And Steve was smoking alone, lost in his chaotic thoughts, while a pretty girl 
was trying to establish some sort of contact with him. He wondered if the blond, lanky guitarist was feeling 
weird and lonely because of his confidant's sudden disappearance. They always did stuff together, one 
completing the other one's guff. Like he did with Joe, but.. It seemed that it was too public for such 
encounters. And so Steve was drifting lonely.. And then it was him, frolicking aimlessly around, perhaps lonely, 
seeing all of them settled somehow with someone for the night. 


It wasn't as if he couldn't get anyone for himself. No, far from that. It was well known that he was the 
seducer, the cute angel of the band, with the golden curls and the promising smile.. He just wasn't in the mood 
for another random girl. And Joe's record was pissing him off. He wished he could distract the tall singer's 
stare from the obnoxious set of tits on his lap. | mean, he, too, had the same voluminous curly fair hair.. He 
could.. But Joe was too absorbed with his game to take notice of his grumpy bassist.. Sure, they weren't 
crammed in a tour bus, so many males all alone, to cover up for each other's needs - then Sav would actually 
be within his line of view - and what else.. No.. Now that they had a wider variety of selections, Sav was 


invisible to him. How annoying. 


Yet, it was Joe, who initiated that contest, in his inebriated enthusiasm, for some fun, for a laugh. And they 
were dancing and kissing and showing off, all of them with someone. Even Phil had reemerged from his hiding 
lair with a stunning bird, dancing at Prince's "Purple Rain’, so tightly that he could knock her up without even 
getting wet! 


Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a semi-passed-out Steve stiffen nervously. The girl who was trying 
to seduce him had vanished, taking a chance with one of their roadies, who was more willing to be of use. 
Bemused, he walked in Steve's direction, intending to share his boredom and a drink - and half of the sofa - 
with him. He had no other intentions, he would swear to god himself. He was on his way to greet the guy, 


before slouching next to him, when Joe's voice rang above the din of the sappy music. 


"| was about to say that you must move your arse and dance, my dear, but it seems that you've already 


picked your partner - and | could only approve!" 


He wanted to flip him - oh, for real Joe? All that time Ive been skulking around you and you noticed me at the 
least appealing moment? Dam you.. But that's how Murphy's Law works. He was annoyed - but at the same 
time, he was intrigued. Perhaps it was a test - or a challenge. He could discern some salty grains of jealousy in 
Joe's saccharine voice. The haughty, a bit accentuated English pronunciation. Was he observing him all the 
time while playing with those girls? 


He could work with that. Accept the challenge. 


" Nothing escapes your hawk's eyes, my dearest.. Since all of you are occupied, | was thinking of sharing this 
dance with my guitarist Steve, who probably experiences the same predicament... Are you in, Steve?" he turned 


to look at the numbed blond. 


" Huh... Sure, man.. Whatever..." Steve adapted quickly to his role and Joe cast a sharp look at both, which 
sufficed to fuel his dancing mood with party vibes. 


With a flamboyant gesture, he drove Steve into his embrace, and together they started to swing their bodies 
in rhythm, astoundingly in sync, for their compromised standards. Everybody hailed their choice and boldness 
positively, with whistling and cheerful exclamations. He looked into his partner's bleary eyes for approval and all 
he saw was the sweetest and most vulnerable blue he had ever set eyes upon. Framed with tousled fair hair, 


Steve's face almost looked appealing under that lightning. Like an angel minutes prior to his Fall. 


He put his hands on the guitarists narrow, bony hips to guide him.. It would be nicer if he had a few more 
pounds of meat on him, to grab. Not that he looked unattractive this way, but a fuller shape would certainly 
feel lusher, and warmer in his palm. Steve smiled meaningfully at him - or what he actually was meaning with 
that meaningful smile, remained within the realms of his own perception, susceptible to misinterpretation 


However, he smiled back at him. 


He could hear Joe's voice in the background, as he focused on his steps to become John Travolta in a matter 
of seconds. But his inner, honest concern was how to stir some reaction in Joe as he would be witnessing him 
fondle their fellow bandmate in a sensual dance. He even put some ambiguous flair in his movements, coming 


closer to Steve's body, attaching to him pryingly. 


And then it happened. Steve leant in and rested his head on his shoulder, at an angle that allowed him full view 
and close proximity to his face. Sav instinctively pecked his lips. The sensation was peculiar... Unexpectedly 
smooth and luscious for a scrawny figure like Steve. He was triggered to indulge him and explore more of that 


tender mouth, by parting his lips with his skillful tongue. 


Steve was compliant to elaborate. Just a bit more.. And then he could hardly hear the music, or any sound 
surrounding them. An eerie silence had befallen, as the crestfallen spectators were in the process of 
deciphering whether that was a jest or an honest manifestation of emotions. Even Joe's loud voice had been 
minimized, and the only prominent sonic sources were the giggles of the girls who were sober enough to 
understand what was happening. 


He retracted from the kiss with a smile of contentment plastered on his face, granting his dancing partner an 
awarding stare. It wasn't bad at all.. It was quite sweet and hot if he should be honest. That was unexpected. 


He had never thought of Steve as an equal candidate. And then he looked around him, his eyes barely catching 


a glimpse of Joe's startled, scrunched expression. 


" Anyone in for some ..Dirty Dancing?" 


The end 
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